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A DAY IN JUNE
A SULTRY day, a day in June,
"When all the land is full of sleep, When wild bees drawl a drowsy tune, And 'neath the moted glare of noon The cloudlet shadows slowly creep.
I stole into a coppice green,
And laid me down amid the reeds That grew beside a forest pool, Where circling eddies, clear and cool, Ban lispingly around the weeds.
Anemones amid the moss
Nodded above my brow and eyes. Tall hyacinths about my hair With wandering trails all tangled were,
And violets blue as evening skies.
A trout upon the golden sand
Winnowed among the lushy cress, And, far beyond the golden stream, The dreamy, sunlit meads did seem A land of slumb'rous quietness.